Poems: 

It what I wills you ’gainft my will fhould does 
I with fuch force could be well pleafed too. 

But whilft out love is young and in the bud. 

Suffer his infant vigor be withftcod. 

A flame new kindled is as eafily quench’d, 

And ludden fparkles indittle drops are drench’d: 

A Travellers Love is like himfelfe, unftaid. 

And wanders where he walkes, it is not laid 
On any firmer ground, for when we alone 
Tbinke him to us, the winde blowes faire, hee’sgone * 
Witneffe Hbyfybile, alike betraide, 

Witneffe with her the bright My oyan maide • 

Nay then your felfe, as you your felfe have fpoken : 

To faire Oenon have your promife broken. 

Since I beheld your face firft, my defire 
Hath bccnc, of Trojan Paris to inquire ? 

I know you now in every true refpett * . 

He grant you thus much then* fay you affe& 

Me (whom youterme yourowne.) lie grow thusfatre 
Doe not ihe Pbagian marriners prepare. 

Their fades and Oares, and now whilft we recite* 
Exchange of words about the wifhed night : 

Say that even now you were prepaid to clime 
My long w idl'd bed, juft at th’appotnted rime, 

T he winde fliould alter and blow faire for T toj$ 

You muftbrafcc off, in midft of all your joy. 

And leave me in the infancy of plcafure. 

Amid my riches, I fhall lofe my treafure. 

You will forfake the fwcets my bed affoordf, 
TVxchange for ’Cabins, Hatches, and pitch’d boordfr 
Then wh3 1 a fickle Courtfhip you ; commince. 

When, with the firft winde, all your Lo Ye blowes hence. 
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^ (lull I follow you when you are gone, 

And be the grand-ebild to Laorncdon ? 

And Ifttum fee whofe beauric you proclaime ? 

]doe not fo defpife the bruit of Fame. 

That (he to whom I am indebt fuch thankes, 

^ould fill the Earth with fuch adulterate pranks? 
flhat will Mbaia ? what will Sp<j//<jlay ? 

\\]bzt will your Troy report and jifia ? 

^hatmay old Priam ov his reverent Queenc ? 

(/hat may your Sifters having HcllenCccnc, 

Or your Dardanidan brothers deeme of me ? 

Will they not blame my loofe inchafti* y : 

Nay, how can you your felfe faithfull deeme me, 

And not amongft the loofeft Dames efteeme me. 
Noftranger fhali your A [tan Poets come neare, 

But he (hall fill your guilty foule with feare. 

How often ( angry at Tome fmall offence) 

Will you thus fay $ AdultrefTe, get thee hence , 

Forgetting you your felfe have beene the chiefc 
Inmytranfgreffion,though notin my griefe. 

Consider what it is forgetful l Lover, 

To be finnes Author, and finnes fharpe reprover* 
tot ere the leaft of all thefe ills betide me, 
tw(h the earth may in her bofome hide me. 

But I (hall all your Phriyyan wealth poffeffe, 
lad more than your Epiflle can expreffe ; 
iifti, woven gold, imbrodery, rich attire, 
hrple and Plate* or what I can defirc f 
let give me leave, thinke you all this extends, 
to counter* vaile the Ioffe of my chiefe friends ? 

Vhofe friendlhip, or whofe aide (hall 1 imploy, 
lofecour me when I am wrong’d in Troy. 
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